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Roses and Wine 


Author's Notes: 
dedicated to Christy, cause | know she wanted to read this. 


| walk home to the house we share. | can't wait till | see your smiling face. You always seem to brighten even 
my shittiest day. It starts to drizzle outside and | wrap my coat tighter around me. On the way home, | 


bought you a dozen red roses. They were your favorite. | can't wait to see your face when | hand them to 


you. 


It starts to rain a little harder now, soaking my hair. The slow stead beat of rain makes me think of the time 
we showered together. | smile happily at that memory. How perfect the little droplets of water looked on your 
pale skin, your dripping mess of brown curls. | know my eyes are lit up at the trip down memory lane and | can 


feel myself grow hard. 


| walk up our driveway, our driveway | love the sound of that, and | take my keys out of the pocket of my 
leather coat. | twist them in the door and push it open. The strong smell of your musky scent mixed with the 


scent of intoxicating red wine floods over my senses. I'm almost drunk of the air. | steady myself a little 


before walking into the living room. 


But first, | must grab another bottle of red wine. The smell has tempted me. | love to pour the dark burgundy 
liquid into the glittery smooth wine glass, then hold it up to your lips. Those delicious pink lips of yours parting 

slightly. The smooth, almost tangy beverage pouring down your throat. You don't know this, but your eyes light 
up every time the wine hits your throat. 


| smile and grab a bottle from the kitchen, along with two wine glasses. But then a box of chocolates grabs my 
eye. | am in such a romantic mood tonight. I'm not sure why. | guess | just want to see your smile and those 
blue eyes of yours light up. | somehow manage to carry the roses, the bottle of wine, two glasses and the 


chocolates all with two hands. I'm a fucking magician. 


With one of my slender hips, | push open the swinging door that connects the kitchen with the living room. | 
can't believe my eyes. The bottle and glasses slip from my slender fingers and break with a loud crash. The 


purplish red wine soaks into the pristine white carpet. That stain is never going to come out. 


The roses fall, splattering across the carpet, creating a river of red petals and green steams. | just throw the 
box down, knowing that it's just going to fall anyways. | thought he was gone from your life. You told me that 
you would never see him again. The blood boils deep in my veins as his lips kiss your neck | know my green 


eyes are burning with the flames of hell. 


Your fingers are tangled in his black messy hair, which has a big red chunk sprayed in it | can see. | guess you 
didn't hear the glass break, otherwise you would have seen me standing there. He is now sucking on your neck. 
| can hear his sloppy wet mouth sucking away on your perfect skin. | almost growl when | watch him break 
your skin. A low pleasure laced moan escapes your candy lips and | swear | can feel my heart rip into two 
bloody pieces. You've never made that sound with me. 

Your hands move to unbuckle his black leather belt that silver pewter buckle glints in the light. The glare 
catches me in the eye. | can't watch this anymore. The putrid taste of vomit fills my throat. This sight is 


making me sick. 


| leave the mess on the floor and retreat up the stairs. You obviously aren't interested in seeing me. | open up 
my dresser drawer to rummage around for some cigarettes. | find an almost empty pack of them and then 


put my hand in the drawer to find a lighter. Instead something silver and glittery catches my eye. 


| pull out 4 mm gun that Gas had given me a long time ago. | had forgotten that | had it, and why he had 
given it to me in the first place. | put the cig in my mouth and light it up. | swear | smoked that thing in less 
than five seconds. The gun feels good in my hands. | feel like the most powerful person alive right now. I'm 


really not a violent person, but I'll be damned if I'm going to lose you to him. 


| walk down the stairs my black silk shirt unbuttoned a little and my black leather pants hang low on my hips. 
The spill from the wine has turned a dark brown kind of color now. Both of you have lost your shirts, | see. | 
cock the gun. You both turn to the sound. Guess | got your attention now. 


"Ville, w..what are you doing here?" you stammer. 
"This is my fucking house too, is it not?" | say, loving the cool metallic feeling between my fingers. 


You nod slowly. His body has moved off of yours and is now sitting on the couch. His pale cheeks are flushed 


nice and rosy. | hate him so fucking much. 

"Why?" | ask. 

You bite your lip. You don't have a good enough answer, | can tell. You just can't keep your dick in your pants 
can you? | thought you loved me. Guess it was just a lie. You'll always love him, and he'll always be your one 
and only. Why do | even try? 

"Why do you have a gun?" he asks. 

He's so fucking stupid. How can you want him more than me? 

"Ville..don't do anything stupid," you say, your blue eyes filled with worry. 

Too fucking late. | raise the gun and aim between your eyes. If | can't have you, no one will. My finger pulls the 
trigger and blood spurts out. Some splatters his face. Your lifeless body slumps off the couch and onto the 
white carpet. Your crimson blood stains the carpet, just another stain for me to try and clean up. 

| let the gun slide from my hand and walk over to him. | yank him up by his arm and throw him to the floor. 
Blood is smeared on the side of his face and | think he might vomit. He lands in your blood, and think ¡Fs a little 
too much for him. He does vomit and | shake my head. Weak boy. 

| yank him up by his ebony hair. He whimpers in pain as | push him over the arm of the couch. His black pants 
fall into a puddle around his ankles. He does have such perfect alabaster skin | free myself from my leather 
pants and slam myself into him. He screams in pain | think I've torn him. Oh no. 

| cum into him and pull my pants back up. He's a sobbing mess now. For a 21 year old, he needs to grow some 
balls. | put another cigarette in my mouth. The gray smoke curls around my face. | just wanted a nice 
romantic evening. Instead you forced me to kill you. 

| sink to my knees, facing your dead body. | whisper into your ear. 


"We could have been happy together, Bammie. Instead you had to go and fuck it up." 


| grab the gun and walk back over behind Gerard again. | pull the trigger again and watch the blood spray. He 
probably didn't even see it coming. It's better that way. | point the trigger to my temple and pull. 


